THE COMBAT
Thus on Maeander's flowery margin lies
The expiring swan, and as he sings he dies.
When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa downs
Chloe stepped in, and killed him with a frown ;
She smiled to see the doughty hero slain,
But, at her smile, the beau revived again.
Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air,
Weighs the men's wits against the lady's hair ;
The doubtful beam long nods from side to side ;
At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside.   10
See, fierce Belinda on the Baron flies.
With more than usual lightning in her eyes :
Nor feared the chief the unequal fight to try,
Who sought no more than on his foe to die.
But this bold lord with manly strength endued.
She with one finger and a thumb subdued :
Just where the breath of life his nostrils drew,
A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw ;
The gnomes direct, to every atom just,
The pungent grains of titillating dust.	20
Sudden, with starting tears each eye o'erflows,
And the high dome re-echoes to his nose.
" Now meet thy fate," incensed Belinda cried,
And drew a deadly bodkin from her side.
(The same, his ancient personage to deck,
Her great great grandsire wore about his neck,
In three seal-rings ;  which after, melted down,
Formed a vast buckle for his widow's gown :
Her infant grandame's whistle next it grew.
The bells she jingled, and the whistle blew ;         30
Then in a bodkin graced her mother's hairs,
Which long she wore, and now Belinda wears.)
" Boast not my fall "   (he cried)   " insulting
foe !
Thou by some other shalt be laid as low,
Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind :
All that I dread is leaving you behind !
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